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TIKU AS I KNOW 


Professor K.L. Tiku, is a upcoming poet. He is deeply 
connected with his native culture and the traditions. His poetry 
speakes of this link when he talks about the Chinar trees, the 
snowing mountains and about the swaying winds of the social- 
political events of his native place. His nostalgia is depicted in 
most of his poems which a reader cannot overlook. He talks 
about human suffering, love and romance in such a manner that 
one feels that he has gone deep into the human psyche. He does 
not shy away from casting aspersions on social evils. 

Professor Tiku is also a theaterist. he started his theatre 
activities in sixties when he was a college student. He was given 
a very important role in one of his college plays directed by Late 
Shri Kashinath Bhat, Late Shri Sudhama Ji Koul and Dr. B.K. 
Dembi. The play was based on the life of a famous mystic poetess 
of Kashmir, known as Lalleshwari. Thereafter he continued acting 
and directing plays even when he was a college professor. 

My first interaction with professor Tiku was in November 
1963 when we both were admitted as the students of the Post 
Graduate class of Political Science in the Kashnur University. Several 
times, I got the chance to act with him in the skit and plays 
directed by him in the university. His sweet voice eamed him name 
as "Young Talat" 


My good wishes to him. 


Balkrishan Sanyasi 


FOREWORD 


I was surprised when I was asked to write a foreword on 
the book, "The Track", written by Prof. Kanwar Lal Tiku I am 
fully conscious of my limitations. 


It is not that the good poetry is not being written today but 
the standard of the poetry in aggriegate has certainly stooped 
down. 


Prof. K.L. Tiku's book might not fully pass through the 
sieve of poetic norms but his content is surely thought provoking. 
Many of his poems are fully against the garbage arising from the 
filthy political and social system. Despite of spending the valuable 
years of life outside the valley, his love and passion for his homeland 
is remarkable. 


Adarsh Ajit 


Prof. Kanwar Lal Tiku is prolific writer. His poetry is 
charged with a rare passion. Life is highly eventful and it 
lends his poetry a wave like quality, a dynamism of sorts. 
What strikes the reader is its breathless intensity and down-to- 
earth passion. Loss runs like an endless thread though the 
poems which appear to be soaked in suffering, yet the human 
soul trying to transcend the pain of being & becoming. 


Dr. J.S. Anand, Principal, 
D.A.V. College, 
Bathinda (Punjab) 
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OM 


Enchanting OM 
enthrals, 
Agonies and 


fatigue vanish 
Tensions & 
mental fixations disappear 
Constant recitation puts in ecstacy 
and spiritual bliss 
It cures and sooths, 
gives peace 
And 
destroys sin 
It is rhythm of the universe 
played since its very inception 
Appears from hair-locks of Shiva 
Swings like Ganga, 
vibrates in Tandwa 
"OM" emanates 
from Shiva's Damroo and Conch, 
Saraswati's Veena, 
Krishna's Flute and Narad's Ektara. 
"OM" immortalises the mortal. 


The Track 





THE TRACK 


You and me 
like the rails, 
nailed, hammered, 


destined never to merge 


Trampled yet unruffled, 
run parallel 

through rivers, deserts 
and mountains 

bearing scorching heat, 


freezing cold 


The only silver lining 
in our separation 
is the emotional unity 


to our fragmented motherland 
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CRYING CAT 


Loudly acat was 
crying and crying 
with dead kitten 


in her lap 
| took her 


in arms, 

pestered, fondled 

and coaxed her 
She expressed gratitude 


by licking 

and wagging tail 
Suddenly heard a shot, 
rushed to the scene, 
found a youth dead 


in a pool of blood 

The killer exclaimed with joy 

“one more infidel eliminated !” 
Desperately 
with blank and still eyes 
gazed towards heavens, 
cried, 
“Oh ! God see 
wild animals are better 
than the social ones” 
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BETRAYAL 


Took to his heels 
after triggering the blast 


Hotly chased, 
gripped him to numbness, 
stared in his satanic eyes, 


Dragged him to the site 
where the limbs littered, 
flesh hanging on poles, 
charred bodies 

in pools of blood, 

an infant sucking 
mother 


whose abdomen was ripped 


Ayoung lady was lying naked, 
whisphered in his ears, 

you fool She could be 

your mother or sister, 

dogs eating the flesh 

could be your 

Father or Brother 
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Is this the path 

of your promised heaven ? 
Badly shaken, 

he fumbled and cried 

“No heavens, No faires, 
Too much of religion 

made me Irreligious.” 

With a sense of guilt 

in aremorseful voice 

he murmured,"Oh ! mother, 
forgive me for betrayal” 
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She is gone ! 


SHE 


fire is smouldring 
blisters oozing 
smile vanishing 


love fading 


spirit dwindling 
pain increasing 
memories blunting 
self shrinking 


soltitude devouring 
attachment parting 


aimlessness howering 


Moj*— Mother 


The Track 


Every breath prays : 


“Cremate me 


in the lap of 

Moj* Kashir;** 

where the 

pyres of my forefathers 
were lit” 


Kashir**— Kashmir 


UNADULTERATED 


Piercing screams 

forced me 

into a posh residence 

where a helpless lass 

was tossed from lap to lap 
| shouted 
and tried to cover her, 
I was hammered to death, 
thrown away 

“He was a bastered, 

a lunatic, 

committed suicide” 
Pedestrians were jeering, 
flies buzzing 

A stranger recognized, 

sobbingly shrouded me 

with waste paper, 

carried to Ganga on Cycle 
Crocos were joyous : 
“Ah I After a long time, 
relished 
unadulterated one.” 
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POSHKUJ 


Neglected and deserted 

in traditional Pheran* 

aimlessly walks 

from pillar to post, 

limping with 

Pulhor** 

makes Pheran*muddy, 
Sitting under Chinar 
breaking raw nuts, 
hands red-stained 


reminding her of bubbling youth 
Wrinkled face frowns, 


each wrinkle 

speaks of agony 
when irritated, 
rebukes 


from teethless mouth 
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On seeing 

rainbow 

exclaims with joy 

and shouts, 

“this heavenly bridge 

will unite me 

with dear ones !” 
Sobbingly 
with hiccups 


walks on and on 


* Pheran — Kashmiri Gown 


** Pulhor— Grass Footwear 
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MISSING 


Warmth of embrace is missing 
Blushing, shivering of lips, 
shedding pearl like sweats, 
Monalissa like smile is missing 
The sparkling, anger, 
naughty winking, and passionate love 
of lotus like eyes is missing, 
melodious, and soft voice is missing, 
the throbbing of 
flagon like neckis missing, 
the chislled 
face in the shade of 
flowing hair is missing 
Intellectual depth and 
richness of mind, 
poetic expressions and 
Sweetness of temper is missing 
the architectural beauty, 
playing hide and seek 
like mermaid is missing 
the fragrance of breaths iS missing 
the sighs and sobs are missing 
searching the missing, 
Alas self is Missing. 
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VERINAG* 


Bubbling gracefully 
from Verinag, 
small streams adding glory, 
crawling, jumping, and thundering 
with a broad chest, 
gods and godesses 
blessing. 
Tireless and musical flow enriching life, 
temples of Shiv-Shakti 
spritualising, 
flowers, nuts and earthenlamps 
beautifying, 
in Vullar** taking nap, 
waking up, dancing again. 
But corpses and carcasses 
are dumped in me 
Accursed, | shrink, 
might go dry, 
courtesy human folly ! 
Even then | will flow 
in the veins and minds of 
my sons and daughters. 


Verinag* : A spring which is the source of River Jhelum 
Vullar** : Name of a lake 
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SETTING SUN 


Beauty is fraught with 

vanity and deceit, 

ugliness is benevolent 

and humble 
Every petal made me bleed, 
thorns chiselled me to perfection 
Every smile, satirical 
Tears put me in trance 

Lost the self in 

madding crowd, 

realized the truth in seclusion, 

glaze of day 

makes soul restless 
Realised peace 
in pitched darkness 
Everyone bows and worships 


to the rising sun 


I offer my obeisance to setting one 


The Track 


20 


GREAT MINDS 


While loitering, 

came across a huge mansion 

with statues of great men 

and the national flag flaying atop ? 
Peeped in ............ 
Found a politician 
in a lap of young lass, 
planning the destruction of 
the cultural fabric 
with mafia and law protectors 

Went ahead, 

founda 

preacher 

nude and naked, 

raping a young disciple 
In another room 
businessmen and industrialists, 
plotting to adulterate 


the life of man. 
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Intellectuals, poets 

and writers were 

negotiating with their pens 
In another room, 
found a social worker 
fondling the nipples 
of a destitute 

With awe! jumped over a wall, 

found a huge signboard 

with bronze inscription 

“Hiss, don’t disturb : 

Great Minds Are At Work” 


The Track 
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TEARS 


Eye’s are calm 

and frozen, 

heart still, 

mind vacant, 

soul caged, 

search for truth 

ison 
Dreadful vibrations 
hover around me, 
involuntary blush 
electrifies me, 
tears are on the brim, 
when and where to shed, 


I don’t know 
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LAUGH 


Everyone grudges 
and grumbles about 
the gift of laughter 
I never allowed 
any wrinkle to form, 
the more tears trickle, 
the more | laugh. 
Life gave me lot of pains 
and sufferings 
Enriched it with 
peals of laughter 
Tears have no companion, 
laughters widen 
the intimacy. 
Let the whole world 
call me a lunatic 
| laugh, laugh & laugh 
and will force the lord of death 
to share my laughter 
while packing me. 


The Track 
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OH ! TREE 


How calmly you sprout 
Thrive self-supportingly ! 
Turmoils embolden you 
You, the withness of 
Endless seasons 

You, the shelter of 
homeless and naked 
You, the thought of seekers 
You, the song of lovers 
With all the saintliness 
You are mutilated ! 

Yet you burn 


for the dignity of man 


The Track 
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FLICKERING 


Oh ! the petals, 
flowers of faith, 


now inflicting wounds 


The dew drops 
no more pearls 


but the tears of helplessness 


Green Velvets 
prick to bleed 
Wild Satanic laughters 


getting denser 


Endless brutality 
swallowing tides, 
uprooting gales, 
stretching darkness 
Yet the flickering flame 


leads to eternity 


The Track 


FLAME 
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WATCHMAN 


In the midst of marshyland, 

mudy huts 

with rags covering the openings, 

narrow sticking lanes, 

where every one is inflicted 

with fatal diseases. 
Pyres fed continuously 
Every hut is distillery 
Inmates quarrel and 
abuse each other, 
woman lack womenhood 
men are unmanly, 
burglary, stabbing 
is ahobby, 


snatching is a pleasure 


The Track 
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Children are pale and nude, 
share eatables with stray dogs 
junk is their bed, 
mounds of human refuse 
is their playground, 
disease and hunger 
is everywhere 
On the extreme end of the lane, 
found haggered and 
worn out man 
with a stick, 
asked him whatis he doing ? 
Coughing and puffing 
said; 
“I am the watchman 


of this Paradise.” 
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LEAF 


Gale snatched and glided me in high skies 
where stars frowned, 
clouds cried and wept 
Burning sun and black holes 
made me unconscious 
| woke up and found myself 
in the lap of frost bites 
Gushing water swept me 
Strong winds caused a commotion 
and | was pushed to desert 
where dunes puzzled me 
and mirages cheated 
Dreadful noises of storms unnerved 
and | was thrown in sea 
where thirst intensified 
Mermaids hypnotised 
and | floated aimlessly 
Suddenly tides turned dwellings into graveyards 
A shivering survivor set me afire 
and my blaze gave him a LEASE OF LIFE 
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SATISAR 


Throwing snow balls 
Chiseling snow ghosts 
Sharing icicles 
Floating earthen lamps 
Burning fire pots 
Running after butterflies 
Singing, dancing with 
musical falls 
Roaming in boats 
Teasing each other 
under chinars 
Sucking juicy 
apples and pears 
Shivering lips kissing 
Suddenly bullets thundered 
and we embraced 
Souls merged with 
Greater Soul 
and our corpses are 


floating in Satisar. 
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BLURRED IMAGE 


With tender and 
unknown feelings, 


offered her 


a bunch of roses 


Mercilessly 
she mashed 
every petal 


Sprayed thorns 
got embedded 


in my heart, 


their constant pricking 
gives me agonizing pain, 
makes me weep and cry 


Her blurred image 
haunts me 

Self rarely blinking, 
frame disintegrating, 
soul suffering, 

yet mind bubbles for her 


Roaming aimlessly, 
crossing the peaks 
with deadbody on my 
frozen shoulders 
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For God's sake 

never make her conscious 
that my heart 

still bleeds. 
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RHYTHM 


Whether atall, hefty 

or a freak body 

It beats, beats and beats 
Brain rests, 
images hush, 
slumbering body 
goes on, on and on 

Palpitates, 

weeps, laughs, 

prays in silence, 

suffers the pangs of love 

and separation, 

bears all wounds 

and scars 
Emanate from it 
thoughts, philosphies 
and sad songs 

Still goes on, 

ringing the bell of life 

| salute it for its 

continuous 

musical beat 


The Track 
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MOTHER EARTH 


Beautifully crafted 

with infinite love 

No mine and thine, 

Pain, pleasure, shared smilingly 

That was Adam's & 

Eve's Garden of Eden Once ! 
Suddenly ego yawned 
Fertilized forbidden fruit, 
brutalized man. 
Love, ethics axed 
Children stolen 
from ripped wombs 
Politicians, preachers, 
healers and teachers 
turned betrayers and brokers 
Fear, uncertainty haunts 

Oh lord of lords ! 

Open, thy flaming mouth, 

restore the glory of 

Mother Earth 
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GLITTERING NIGHTS 


Craze landed me 

in glamorous city 

but concrete jungle puzzled............. ! 
Humans cramped 
Truth shown grave 
“Speed” new deity 
People swarm like bees, 
get killed and abused 


Faces grim and tense 

Days dull, drab 

Nights glittering 

with debauchery, 

maimed children and 

human organs 

on sale 
Screaming goes unheard 
Ears plugged with mobiles 
Crime born in slums 
Scams & Sex 


thrive in towers 
Even watches cheat 


telling time of birth and death. 
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A LONG WAIT 


Desires, like snakes, 
keep me coiled up, 
yet craving is unceasing 
A passionate devotee 
throbs for union. 
Fragrance haunts 
the songless soul 
The parting charred me 


Fragmented heart sobs; 


Now waiting is 
Tired of the Wait. 
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DEPARTURE 


Scantly dressed, 

bare footed, 

in the midnight, 

You gave me ashocking slip 
My cries and screams unheard 
You used to look at me intently, 
now the eyes are still 
Muteness grips me 
My each and every breath 
full of lament 

lam searching you frantically, 

torn and fractured. 
Andon pyre 
You got up and whispered 
“Affinity is over, parting is truth, 
Why should you wail any more?” 


The Track 
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GANDHI 


Your statue wearing 

sad and sullen look, 

sprinkled with blood 

Your cherished values 

stabbed 
Means twisted 
Ends justified 
Bharat bleeding 
Innocent fleeced 
and betrayed 

Scams strangulating 

democracy 

Foreigners driven out, 

are staging comeback, 

brutalizing Indian culture 

with the might of Dollar 

Every power grabber 

places 

wreath of hypocrisy 


on October, 2™ 


The Track 


The Track 


Shamelessly 

seeks your blessings, 

timely death 

made you Heavenly, 

otherwise 

brokers and sycophants 

would have pushed 
“You” 


to disgrace. 
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ELEMENT 


The fury of skies ! 
Awful lightnings 
Thundering bursts 
Dreadful gales and hurricanes 
Enraged earth with carnivorous jaws. 
Wrathful volcano erupting fireballs, 
Furious waters 
destroying and demolishing one and all 
Violence the offshoot of nature, 
ingrained in every element 
I wonder 
How humans can be non violent for ever ? 


The Track 
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DEMOCRACY 


Morality and liberty thy basic tenets, 
one liberates the soul, 
the other leads to truth. 

Now values are devalued 
Untruth becomes truth 
Corruption runs in veins 
Flesh trade and adultery on the rise 
Scams, grabbing, elimination exalted 
Dishonesty legalized 
Thoughts polluted 
Mouths gagged 
Muscle power manipulates the voice of soul 
legality and brutality grip the society 
All done in thy grand name, 


O Democracy! 
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The Track 


AWAKE 


For the riddance of mosquitoes, 
continuous clapping 
makes you impotent, 
deadens your inner, 

mortgages outer, 
buries the Self. 
Awake ! Awake ! 
` Stop Clapping 
Shed thy infertile curse 
Rid yourself 
of the gutter of Knavery 
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NEEDLE 


Life is needle, 
often pricks, 
seldom stitches. 


Ceaselessly and 


lovingly 
built a nest 
Hatred 
wrecked everything 


Every moment victim of mud slinging 
Silently chanting Mantras for salvation 
Bad luck ! 

After every death 


life pricks again and again. 


The Track 
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WAILING CHILDREN 


Haughty ornamental display, 
endless gossips, 
vainly self praising 
and winking others, 
Tinkling glasses, 
dashing cards 
Drunk dancing 
Falling in unknownlaps 
The masseur kneading, 
contours and ravines 
Immodesty at its peak 


At home, children wailing ! 
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WINNOWING BASKET 


Soon after arrival 
swung in winnowing basket 
for riddance of evils 
With every tick, 
cares and kisses 
robbed innocence 
Sweet talks and 
pampering immoralised 
Correcting stammering 


made a sinner of him 
Veils of darkness, 


bubbles of delusions 
deviated him from introspection 
When suffers, 


lits wicks for redemption 
Self entrenched in malice, 


fails to lit the inner wick. 
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WINE HOUSE 


Surroundings are putrid 
with maimed 
and lynched bodies 
Shrines are Gunhouses 
Lamps flicker with malice 
Fear grips everyone, 
found sanity and 
sweet speaking 
only 


in a Wine House 


SOOT 


Oh man please 

stop now, 

enough is enough 

Whole cosmos is shaken 
with your 

savagery 

You spill blood, 

slit throats 

Every chamber of your heart 
pumps soot 

Head to toe 

you are blackened 

Just ponder, 

you share same earth, 

sky 

urges, aspirations, pains, 
and tears 

Cycle of life 

and death is same 

yet you split 

Can't you live like a flute 
whose bosom though pierced 
enthrals human ears with its melody ? 
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BUBBLES 


Greed brutalized nature, 
scorching sun 
gulped every source of 
nectar, 
parched lands crack, 
corpses, carcasses littered, 
Thirst, Hunger 
taking its toll 
Kids suck the dead, 
immobile mothers yell 
hapless fathers cremate 
Vultures hower 
Helplessness stings 
Silent prayers 
summon Indra 

Oh floating bubbles 
When will you burst 
and liberate 
starving and thirsty 
souls ? 


The Track 47 


STONE 


Blasting detaches me, 
crow-bars oscillate 
Hammer shapes me 
And I can decode 
rise and fall of civilizations 
Stray pebbles too narrate a lot 
| radiate in temples 
Guard every grave for final judgement 
Carver carves statues of truth in me 
Intolerants deface them 
though unable to erase 
Statues of the wicked pain me 
When smeared by droppings 
I Smile ! 
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REMEMBERING YOU 
Tue 


' Late Pt. Shridar Joo Tiku & 
' Late Smt. Durga Jee Tiku 


(from famous Koul Brothers) 
Grand Parents 





Late Sh. Manohar Nath Tiku & 
Late Smt. Arandhati Tiku 
Parents 








~U Late Smt. Shyama Tiku 
Bee Wife 





Prof. K.L. Tiku 
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